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SI was 1 7 85 one morning 'n Ma: 3333 
Fo Ney Caſrte Harbour to, ett nd play, 
be ſaw this fair Ph@pix in maidens drels, 
And by her Bam wounded | mi confefs. 1 15 
Ihk had never fen her but ſhe'ſeen me, 
Tbeng would not be ſo fick as lam now by ſhe, 


- Bat ngw Lam fick and my blood runs 0 ; 


+4 os {Al oro) Bow yl am laid:in' monid. 
; ewcalile I beg your leave, 
eg id afiltance {-hombly crave, 
pe with this fair one from. the firand, 
And 55 ey es mey her to Mulagh lande. 
you'd ſeę mi jewel ar the oecan fide, 
10 waves d ſwell and fit with pride, 
Whi cauſes the mariners ia diſpute, I 
he? fair. glances they all.ftand mute. 
200 fn tongue was a trumpet 'd.found het wy 
Asad on bright beauty my eyes do gaze, 
Ny heart is lodgec n her ſnowy white breaſt, 
Like a piigtim I wander-quite void of reſt, 
Some lays-ſhe' $ in Sagoe but that canuot be, 
ut in bonn ny 'Duvgoland as they tell me, | 
It's there I wil tarry and work in my Woe” 
ere N 77 we ell oc 80 in "Jus: 
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What A Beau your Granny » vas. 0 gT 1 
2 | | ex) * 4 . 4 
81 into town 8 late; ae <0 ee, 


bangt a pretty ee e FX 7 


„ 


What e a « - nk a 1 
What a Beau your Granny ;;, £ | 
III let yo know before 1 go, ;́ 185 
What a Beau vout Granny wh. ; 
Come let us think of love ſaid ſhe, 
Nor talk but of the wine and glaſs, 
And l expect to let you ſee, 
What a Beau you Granny was, 55 
Chorus. What's Bene be- 2 
This little quain, with lors inflam' d, 
After we had a'chearFul glaſs: 
She! augh'd to ſœe a ol ſo tame, 
Saying, Sha a Beau, your Granny was. 
Chorus What a Beau. 1 
It was the firſt time of the kind. 
I met with ſuch a ſott of tepaſdy! ß 
Thinks I now let what will-betidey” 
In ſhew you what your Granny was 0 4 
Chorus. What a Bean bro. 

This little: wanton coaxing dame, 3 
Aſter We. had E ſporting glaſs, 5 Arne | 
II did not part her all iniſhame,, 

But ſhew:d her-whar her: ann e ws; i 8 

Chorus. Whar a Beau, cc. 
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- Ter her know, though very cool, 
What a Beau her Granny was. 


| Then who Would be plagued with a 4 


Tin w heppy tho' ever ſo poor, 
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She thought I was a country fool, 
Thinksſhe l' make him cry alas! 


# 


Chorus. VEIN: a Bean dc. 
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9 WOMEN 44 WINE. 5 
T's Pl] be as jovial and happy, 
As happy as happy can be, 
Quite free from every dull thought. 
From forrow Plhever be free; 


n 
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I will rattle away with the laſſes, 
And take a gay glaſs with a friend, 
And ſo my life chearfully paſſes. 


In taking the world as God ſends); 55: 

Then come my brave 158 Gl your 
. glaſſes, 

And do not be looking 59 time, 
There is nothing in life 8 
The joys of women and wine. 

Kind women are delicate things. 

The joy and the care of man's life, 

Companions for nobles and kings, 


Then who would nat have a good wife, 


They breed good children its true, 
Fine daughters and ſons to the life, 
Perhaps they are none of our own, 
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Then come my brave boys, ce. 


Damn money, tis nothing but traſh,” 
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My heart is as ligbt as a feather, - 


And when it's all eather'd together, | 
PU ſeatter it away with my fork, 
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wi hen I have it I cut a great daſh, 2 
When dis gone I ne'er "think Of it more, 
Then let me have money or not,. 
My ſpirits are always the ſanie, 
Quite free from every dull 8 
For happy Tom Rambler's my name, | 
Then come my brave boys, = 
Since life it is ut a ſpan, | 
Tis as good to be merry as not, 
And chearfully live while we can, 
For by forrow there's nought to be got, 
Give me the gay fellow of life, 
Who ne'er a dn!] thought he had none, 


- Would rather ten thouſand to one, 


Kiſs any man's wife than his own. 
Then come my brave boys, c. 

My father was cloavhed in leather, 
My mother in old tabby grey 


They laboured in all kinds of weather, 


To keep me both gallant and gay; 


My breeches as light as a cork, 
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"IM © come my 2255 ber te! 
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JOLLY BACHUS, « God of Wine. 
NOME jolly Bachus, God of Wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure,” 
Let none that cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our 3 
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Fil up 5 mighty (parking bowl, - 
Thar every true and loyal fort, - 
ay drink and fing without eontroul, 8 
To ſupport dur plæaſure 
Titus mighty Baechus ſhalt thou be e 
Guardian: to our pteaſute. 
That under thy protection we, 
May cnjoy new Meaſure. 
Ang as the-hours glide away. 
We'll in thy name intreat their ſtay , 
And fivg their 1 praiſes that we may, 
Live, -0d die An ple aſure. 
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A new. e houſe Song. 
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AD AM. vou N my trade! is Wan 
And what ſhould I deny it for. 
Hark, hark, the trumpet ſounds 8 

| 11ong to tack wah you, x 
But madam credit what | ay, 
Was J this moment called away. bs 
And all the troops drawn in array. 
Fd rather ſtay with you 
The Drums ard ſprighily Trumpets fond; 
Then Death and courage takes their round, . | 
Did dying Horſes-bite the ground, ; ; 
And we no hopes in vie, 
Was the whole army Joſt in ſmoke, ../ n 
e and damn me if W 5 8 r 
Id rather Ray! wit you, - a ee 
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The DESPAIRING DAMSEL... 

WAS when the {ras were roa ng, - 
With hollow blaſts of wind, e 
A damfel lay deploring . | Wh 

All on a rock teclinede 
Wide o'er the foamug biile: WS, 

She caſt a wiſhſul look, | | 
Her head was crowned with witlo: WS, . 

That trembled o'er the brook. _ ed 
Twelve months are gone and over, 

And nine long tedious days, 
* hy didſt thou vent'rous lover. 
Why Xdidſt thou truſt the ſœas! 
f Ceaſe, ceaſe, then crut! ocean, 

And bs my lover-reſt,. .* Tak N 
Ah! what's thy tioubſed motion, 

To that within my breaſt! ? 

The met chant robbed of treaſure. 

Views tempeſis in de pair; n 
But uhats the loſs of tteuſu rer 
Too loſing of my dear. N 
* Should you 1 coaſt be laid on, 

Whete gold aud diampnds grou, 
"You'd: find a richer maiden, Fe. 
But none that loves you fo, 


LAY . . 


5 klo can you ſay that nature, a 75 
as nothing made in vain. e 
Why then beneath the vr, ee 
Do hideous rocks fe man? 1 


No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, E 
That luck bencath the der 


1 6 . l "3h wa 
To wretk A wond'ring lover. * 8 
And leave a maid to _ 
All melancholy being, ö 


Thus waited-ſhe her dear, 
h Repaid each blaſt with fighting. 
„ Eact billow with a tear 75 10 
Wen o'er the wide wave 152 . 
3 His floating corpſe ſhe lpy'd;,. 7 we 
ii Then like jitly drooping, _ IS. 

| | She 4 her head. —and . 

1 rue LAKE of KILLARNEY,” 

. ee Lake of Killarney ce ens“ 
5 Who wuh ſong and with-bagpipe walt r 
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I heart glad. 
His heart was fo merry, "ſo blythſome and tree, 
And he ſaid-ir would ple ſe him for to marry me. 

And his hair was ſo red and his yes were ſo bright 

Oh! they ſhone like the ſtars in a cold Froſty viele, 
So tall and fo ſtrait my dear Paddy was ſeen, 
Ob! he look like the fairies that dance on the green, 

All the girts of Killarney wore green witlow tree, | 
When firſt my Patrick ſung love zales to me, wy 


Oh! he ſung and he.danc'd and he won: my ford 


bi Heart. 
| And to ſave his dear lile * i my own boulder, | 
: > do / | 
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